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Children's Stories
by Margo Fallis
A Roaring Good Time

The sun was setting below the horizon. The
last of the sightseers were leaving Trafalgar
Square in downtown London, heading back
to their hotels with their families.

The Square took on an eerie emptiness. The
pigeons flew to nearby window ledges to
roost for the night and the monument, with
Lord Admiral Nelson sitting atop, stood
alone. The only noise that could be heard
was the spray of the fountain as the drops
of water hit the pool below. The four bronze T
lions that sat on the monument, protecting (T : - 5
Lord Nelson, were now alone. No longer
were children climbing all over them. No
longer were cameras flashing. It was silent.




The four lions jumped over the fence and
snuck up the steps to the top of the tall tower
where Big Ben was. Susan stuck her paw out
through a slit in the stone and changed the ,
clock so that it was one o’clock in the morning, ! @ (=

instead of midnight. They quickly ran back

down and over to the bridge again. No sooner

had the last lion pounced onto the bridge

when the clock struck one. BONG!

The groundskeeper turned on the light in his

shed. The lions giggled. He came outside and

looked up at the clock. "I just heard it chime

midnight," he said, confused. "What’s wrong

with Big Ben tonight?" He looked down at his

watch and began to climb up all the steps. The

lions watched as he struggled to change the )

hands back to just after midnight. 0 oA i | ) —
Susan, Albert, Edward, and Beatrice ran down "| e
to the Thames River, laughing all the way. |
They stopped in front of where the river cruise
boats were docked. "I’ve never been on a boat
before. Have any of you?" asked Beatrice.




Underground closed down for the night.
"I’'m tired," complained Beatrice, "but I did
have a roaring good time."

"Me too," whined Albert.

"We did do more than usual tonight, didn’t
we?" Edward reminded them.

"Lets go into the fountain for a soak,"
suggested Susan.

"Jolly good idea," answered Edward with a
yawn.

The lions sank into the fountain pool. They
lay there, laughing and talking about all that
they had done that night. They planned new
adventures for the following night. Before
they knew it, dawn had arrived. They
climbed out of the water, bid each other
good day and jumped back onto their slabs
at the bottom of Nelson’s Monument, ready
to endure another day of being climbed on,
jumped on, kissed and photographed.




«"Pblyawum nes"»
(MaHTeneeBa
IOnusa, PbIOUHCK,
flpocnaBckas obnactb) ...

A ydyeHuua 6"A" Knacca cpegHen
wkonbl Ne 24 r. PbIGMHCKa
fApocnasckoun obnactu. Ha ogHom U3
YPOKOB Mbl Ha4yanu YntaTtb pacckas
Mapro ®onnuc "bypHoe xopoluee
Bpemsa". Paccka3 MHe TaK NOHpaBuUIICSH,
YTO A1 HE NoJieHunacb U cama goma
Ao4uTana ero 4o KoHua. YaHaB o6
UHTepHeT-npoekTe "Ouanor Kynbtyp"
2015 A cpa3y NoHANa, YTO Xo4y
NPOUNIICTPUPOBATb UMEHHO 3TO
npousBeaeHne. ABTOp HaCTONbLKO
NnoapoOHO N UHTEPECHO OoNUcCbLIBaeT
NPUKNOYEeHNA OPOH30BbLIX NTLBOB,
KOTOpble No HoYam yberaroT ¢
Tpadanbrapckou nnowagu oT
namaTHuka Agmupany HenbCoHy, 4To
Ha MTHOBEHUE MHe NOKa3anocChb, YTO
3TO He NbBbI, a A OPOXY N0 HOYHOMY
JNlonpaoHy. A Bbl xoTUTE NoceTUTb
HOYHOM JIOHAOH, NOrynATb No
3aKpbITbIM Ha HOYb Napkam, noderaTb



OaHaxAabl Ha YPOKe aHIrfTMUCKOro J| =
A3blKa Mbl YUTanu aHTaCTU4ECKUY |

pPaccKa3 3BECTHON aHIMOA3LIYHOM. | /

nucatenbHuubl Mapro ®onnuc 1

"Roaring Good Time" ("BypHoe = | A
xopoluee BpeMs"). CobbITUSA ] 1 f_i
pacckasa pa3BopaYnBaloTCs B J l i

JNlonaoHe Ha Tpadhanbrapckon
nnowaamn, Ha KOTopon yCTaHOBMEH ('/ -
namaTHUK Agmupany Henbcony. || © | || | /
Beuepowm, Kkoraa nocnenHue ? ‘ 1Al
TYPUCTbI NOKUAAIOT NNoLaab, “
BO3BpaLLaloTCs B CBOU OTeNMU, a | :
rony6u yneTtarT Ha GnvkanLume e
OKHa, 0XUBaloT 4 GPOH30BLIX NbBA,

KOTOpble AHeM HenoABWXHO nexar "CoexaBLuue nbBbI"

Y NOAHOXUA NaMATHUKA... HDanee (ACMO"OBa AHaCTaCMﬂ,
aBTOp B AeTansax u c NpUcyLium

OONbLUMHCTBY aHIMOA3bIYHbIX PbI6VIHCK,
nucarenen 4YyBCTBOM loMopa slpocnaBckas obnacTtb)

paccKa3blBaeT 0 HOYHbIX —
NpPUKNOYeHnsax nbLeos. MeHs <\ &
NMPOCTO NOTPSC MOMEHT, Koraa

6pPOH30BbIe NbBbl NPOCHLINAOTCS,




be fixed- ObITb HENOABUXXHbIM
fence - n3ropoab

beef - roBaaMHA

hand of the clock - cTpenka
4yacoB

scare - Nyratb

empty - NyCTOW

alone - OOUHOKUU
come to life - oXkmBaTtb
roar - pblyaThb




»r been to London:

ev




Thank you
for




